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Black Pride Meets Social Awareness
 
Dear Diary,
 
As a child, I wanted to be white. My Black brothers and sisters ridiculed me a great deal for the way I talked and for having white friends. I hated the reflection in the mirror. These past twelve years, I have learned to love myself, white tendencies and all. However, as a Black female, I see other issues that society deals with differently, such as the environment, racism, and women’s issues. Please Diary, don't judge me as everyone else has. As one of my favorite albums by George Michael is titled - Listen Without Prejudice.
 
Love you like a sister (Lylas), 
 
Raven (R.R. Peace’s 1990s alter ego)
 
Big Brother
 
Carefully, I cocked my toy pistol
My brother blown up by a foreign army missile
I wanted desperately to go to war
But I don't have a reason anymore.
 
#8
 
Prejudice and bigotry
Is nothing new to me
With tarnished skin,
Knotted hair,
And chasmic eyes
A bogeyman to kids
 
A slave to the media
A burden to “the man”
They say I scream, you owe me
You got that right!
 
I deserve respect
A chance to improve
But with your medieval mindset
I guess that's hard to do.                                         
 
#21
 
Appearances: the measure
That society judges women
Thin, pretty blonde white girls
The wet dream of all men
Me: the total opposite
Of this desired image,
And though I may turn heads
It is in laughter
Or persecution.
 
 
#26
 
The clay is soft
Brown as mahogany
God said, “Let us give it two crystals
Dipped into black coffee.
Give it a shape
Similar to my peach clay.”
But something must have gone wrong,
The angels gave the form a permanent pout
A pushed-in nose
The angel forgot to get God's pressing comb
And allowed the hair to dry nappy
“But why should that separate them?” God asked.
And sent them on their way
To be enslaved and degraded
Until this very day.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
#29
 
I saw a bag lady walking
Outside my window
She was combing through my garbage
For treasure to keep
 
My first instinct was to turn in disgust
But then she looked my way,
Her face was so familiar
That I had to get her to stay
 
As I fed her a hearty meal,
She told me about herself
She went to New York
To be a famous model
But somehow, she ended up
As a hot porn star
 
But because she was hooked on heroin,
She got a terrible disease
Her family abandoned her
And she was forced to the streets
 
She left as quietly as she came
And although she didn't ask for a cent,
I slipped money in her purse
Because that woman could have been me.
 
#38
 
“It's a Black thing, you won't understand.”
I live life as a nothing,
I tried to make an effort
But when I did
I was belittled and despised
My past and white friends are a hindrance
Even though I proclaim my Black race,
But my Black peers are looking for
A leader who never wore a mask
“It's a Black thing, and you won't let your own sister understand.”                                         
 
#47
 
In defense of our behavior:
 
Do we love this planet?
Of course we do.
We just have other concerns
Than to worry which garbage goes where
 
What about my brothers
Dying brutally on the street?
What about my sisters
Who have no food or clothes for their children?
We have more things to worry about
Than to be concerned about fresh air
 
What about our sons who to succeed
They must sell the addictive dream?
What about our daughters who are shoplifters or hos
Before they even say a word?
We've got too much on our plates
To agonize about our trees
 
Sure, we worry about dying
But we do it everyday
Piece by Piece
Soul by Soul
Maybe it would be better
To die completely
 
In one day.                                       
 
#48
 
Why do I have to produce “African American” literature
Be a representative of my race
Or the best?
Why can't I be a “Black” writer
Be myself
And "just average”?
Why must I be a leader?
 
Why is it that when I would like these “privileged” positions,
I am always undermined
By people who claim to be better
Know more
See more
Hear more?
 
Why is it that I am in touch for one set of people
But behind the times for another?
I never desired to be a “minority”
The “token Black person”
A “racial affairs expert”
Or a “cultural-genetic experiment.”
 
Why do people always look for a deeper meaning?
I usually say what I mean
I am curious what my writings mean to you
Instead of you predicting my meaning
My feelings
My responses.
 
Why does everyone expect too much?
Do I have genius written on my face?
I never claimed to be a poet
An author
A well of strength.
 
Why do I have to be a role model?
What possesses me to create at all?                         
 
In Gratitude
 
“‘In 1492,
Columbus sailed the ocean blue’
Came first to islands of North America 
Thought it was India
Claimed the land
For merry old Euroland
Let's make a toast to Christopher Columbus!”
 
Thank you for the diseases
We needed to weed out the bad apples of our race
Bless you for the reservations
We really wanted to raise corn on sand.
The middle passage was very appreciated
Couldn't wait to learn to pick cotton
The ghettos were amazing
Living like other abused immigrants was the life
Your laws are perfect
Our nomadic freedom made us too independent
And the alcohol and drugs hit the spot
We were too uptight and angry all the time.
 
“‘In 1492,
Columbus sailed the ocean blue’
Came first to islands of North America
And made it suburbia
Took the Indians’ land
Brought the Africans to lend a hand
Made the Europeans take the blame
Forever hanging their heads in shame
Three cheers for Christopher Columbus!”                         
 
 
#60
 
I am sick
of hypocrisy
of the desperate need to justify everything
just to save your ass
when you really deserve to be kicked in it.
I am disgusted
by ignorance
by the decision to care only about yourself
because other people's problems
are not important
to your small-minded prison world.
I am annoyed with
blame
the blind desire to incriminate anybody
scared that if you admit responsibility
you would be obligated to do something about it
 
But I am more pissed off with myself
because I lack the power
to eradicate all the mindless idiots on the planet
because no matter what I say
you'll be set in your ways
because knowing all this
I am reluctant to do anything
as I sit on my high horse
and become like you
an oblivious, ignorant, hypocritical, blaming simpleton
passively digesting this poem.                                       
 
 
#67
 
To all the environmental hypocrites:
 
Who pat themselves on the back
For recycling their garbage
But drive around in their toxic-fueled cars
Refusing to give up the luxury
 
Who toast themselves with champagne
For saving another rainforest
But wear their synthetic acid rain clothes
Reluctant to go back to wearing skins
 
Who receive their good neighbor awards
For cleaning up their hometown
But smoke their air-polluting, cancer-causing tobacco
Belligerent to quit for their own sakes
(Much less for anyone else's)
 
Who believe they can be self-righteous at discussions
For being the only staunch defenders of life
But use their ozone-killing A/C and heat pumps daily
Declining to find alternative ways to regulate the temperature of their homes
 
Who speak at their conventions
For recruitment and support
Yet use their pesticidal makeup and hairspray
Blind to the fact that no animal testing does not mean no environmental harm
 
I hope you rot in shame
At least I am honest
I recycle when I need to
Because I see the truth
No matter how often we recycle
Unless we give up all our luxuries
It won't be enough to save our and our descendants’ asses
 
You really have no clue
You’re driving toward your own destruction
Not realizing this pitiful fact
It doesn't matter how much baggage you throw out
This enormous truck of a problem
              HAS NO BRAKES.                                        
#80
 
Waiting in line
Waiting to end this life
This “it” growing inside me
I trusted him
He promised me tenderness
Wrapped up in hyacinths
He pledged faithfulness
Coated candy apple dreams
 
But now here I sit
After he left
I sold myself to pay the rent
His leftover bills
Only to find four months later
I'm carrying his child
 
His child of lies and lust
I want to suck it out
Suck out this last remnant
Of his broken promises
Of my destroyed dreams
 
A sudden cry comes from the next room
A newborn infant
It cuts through my heart
Shakes me to my bones
But still I rise when my name is called
And finish the job
He so selfishly started
 
And still, I hear the wailing
Every time I close my eyes
And another customer climbs up inside
Nothing to show for my destroyed history
Yes, the silent screams of the aborted.                                       
 
 
#81
 
To be accepted
Or to accept myself
To be straight
Or to be gay
To be deceitful
Or honest
These questions enter my mind.
I live in a world of conflict
Of mistrust
To be truthful with myself
Is one step away from complete alienation
Or magical fulfillment
I’d rather conform
Than to stand on my own
To face the crowd
With nowhere else to turn.
 
#83
 
Be a leader
Sitting there listening to rehashed King and X speeches
Saying "amen" to unity
Dissing another brother soon afterward
 
Be a role model
Lounging in your big office paid for by blood and scholarships
Congratulating yourself for your awards
While objecting to help the less fortunate ones
 
Be an innovator
Cruising in your customized BMW
Handing out drugs and guns
To brothers who live in fear and addiction
 
Be a luminary
Learn to accept criticism
The value of integrity
Be an individual society can respect
 
This is all you need to know
          This is the seed of the tree
                     Be a legend.                                         
 
#88
 
This thick mass of tangles and naps
These dark fragile vines and crinkly roots
If I press it
          perm it
          braid it
          extend it
          grow it
          cut it
          or let it fall “au naturel”
It is no concern of yours
Because this garden of hair
Should not define my being
 
I was Black
When I was born with my garden
I will be Black
When we both die from overuse and exhaustion
And nothing you can say about it
Or anything I do to it
Will change how everyone views my garden
And I will still be Black.                                       
 
Remembering Martin & Malcolm
(written on January 15, 1994 - while on air at WESM-FM Radio)
 
You were dead by the time I was born
And it seems your dream died with you
I have grown up in a society where Blacks
Are more concerned about “getting mine”
Happy with the bone America has tossed us
Content to rob, kill, and bring down each other
Rather than the racists
I was raised in a time where the KKK
Do not have to lift a finger against us
Their motto has become "seeing is believing"
 
Better living spoiled us
And now we're blinded from the facts
That racism is getting stronger
The longer we decide not to act
We're looking for another you
Instead of becoming you ourselves
You can kill one person easy
But not a legion of leaders
Assuming the position when the other has fallen
Can only frustrate the opposition
And re-establish that it's the message
Not the messenger which is necessary for change
 
But we still run around with guns
We still sell drugs
Killing off our race
Disrespecting our women.
The government stabs us in the back
By keeping us on welfare
Taking away the help the very second we land a job
And giving us more money the more kids we have
An entire ethnic group moving from the plantation
To welfare checks and gangs
Those who make it out of the ghetto
Seem to forget the rest
Being exposed to white country
Puts their blackness to the test
 
I don't know what to feel as February
Comes along this year
But my New Year's Eve wish
Is no further bloodshed,
Increased unity and education,
And a new hopeful future
For the younger generation.                                     
 
#110
 
The bruises will heal
The pain will fade 
And he will sober up
In a fraction of a second.
 
Driving it Home
 
Let me make this point
I am me       
Don’t classify me by race
          gender
          religion
          finances
          garments
          dialect
          friends
          acquaintances
          biology
          age
In fact, don’t categorize me at all
 
Know me and discover
That I break your systematizations with ignoble satisfaction.
 
#134
 
Rebecca Huber doesn’t want to live
She risks life and limb
With a dangerous grin
She is reckless and careless
Drives like a sociopath
She has many partners
Yet never uses protection.
She drinks until she pukes
Or worse passes out
Treats drugs like her personal delicacy
Then wonders why she has the shakes 
Going even one day sober
She has tons of friends
Or she'd like to believe
But who will be there for her
When her cradle falls?
 
#151
 
And all the earth stood still
At the end of the millennia
The parade of fools continues to dance 
As the death knell chimed
Underneath an orange sun
The moon defied its maker
Shining with a wintry light
Through its midnight dawn
Our fledgling techno generation held its breath 
To see if the computers would transition
As the planet waited anxiously
I sat in awe and wonderment
As the carousel kept turning
With no thought 
To the creatures who inhabit it.
 
Academic Scribblings
 
Dear Diary,
 
I often get inspired by stories I read or movies I saw. Sometimes a professor would give me an assignment. Sometimes I just bitch about school
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